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The Interesting' Dullness of Dreisers Life
By Burton Rascoe
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That is thy it was on the calendar that
Mr. Dreiser «hould become a novelist and
rat a great < «»paper man. All the factors
ef his early life, which may be discovered
ii' the frank and beautiful pages of "A
Hoo»i»r HolidaV," "A Traveler at Forty," and
the chapter on hi» brother Paul in "Twelve
Via" tended to mold him into a man of
dramatic imagination, romantically inclined.
And life Ii not dramatic; only art is that.
Ufa i« melodramatic, with elements of low
t«medy relief; and to be a good journa.ist,
a good reporter, one must recognue this
truth. Mr. Dreiser was not a good re-

he might have made a fair to mid¬
dling editorial writer or a Sunday feature
»an, for h» thought in dramatic term», with
»iitfjl overtones of criticism and of won¬

der* but he had not the equipment to see

e*»ent» in a cynical, coel light as a apectacle,
av.using, pathetic, ephemeral -as ephemeral
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IT MIST he a 80008 for pain and chagrin
to Mr. Dreiaer'a detractors as a novelist,

v.ho urge against him the single acore of
immorality, to read this boek. On the face
< i it this self-revelation ia frank and sincere,
Mr. Dreiaer has the conspicuous virtue of all
great confessors: he does not hide the truth
? ».»- «her, it mitkee him ridiculou». For cer-
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An EarlyAmericanSalon
By Esther Murphy .
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THE diaries and letters of Mr«. James
T. Fieldn, «hieb have been collected
by M. A. De Wolfe Howe under the
title of "Memories of a Host"**,"

supply an interesting footnote to the his¬
tory of that intellectual and literary society
whiih nourished in New England during the
middle years of the nineteenth century. The
book might not inaptly be called "The Chron¬
icle of a Provincial Salon," for Mrs. Fields's
house in Charles Street »as the only salon

that Boston has evtr boasted, and perhaps,
indeed, the only one that has ever made its

appearance in a country whose whole temper
bas always been profoundly hostile to the
existence of such an institution.

Mrs. Fields's husband, James T. Fields,
was himself a considerable figure in the lit-

trsry life of bis time. A member of the
celebrated publishing firm tf Tiekntr 4

Field« and for ten year» an editor of "The
Atlantic Monthly," he aas on terms of the
mort intimate friendship with Emerson,
Hawthorne, Longfellow, Lowell and Oliver
Wendell Holme», and hi.» house was long a

gathering place for all tkOOS eminent per-
aons and for many others be«ides It was

Mrs. Fields's p. ¡vilege to preside over these
assemblage», and the impressions which she
has recorded of them in her journal and her

correspondence, which have been edited with

great skill and discretion by Mr. Hove, «pre¬
sent an intimate picture of what was per¬
haps the most unusual society that America
has ever produced.

Mr». Fielda's reminiscences have a pttr-
ticular significance at the present time, when
the whole New England movement is being
rather violently depreciated. "The Sew Eng¬
land Augustans" are paying the penalty for

having been overpraised during their life by
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In hi» other contact« with life he wi» no

less ill at ease and without assurance The
office boy» in the out«r .<rr.«i«>r <«f :
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of hi« romantic imagination which enabled

him to create r'r. i,k ('owptrwood and Kupene
Witla. which stand a» authentic and car-

fully rekli.ed figures in Americnn society

during its great epoch of industrial d«

raey. He had. it appear», during th«

recorded in this autobiography but two or.

three litrrar) « nthusiaams, Dicken«. H upl¬

and Halme. It wa« Ralxac whom lie «a

most to emulate; and it was not. interestingly
enough, out of worship of Hulwc as an art t

It was frankly b« cause he wanted to know at

much of American ruth life and to rein«;]* in

it as Balzac appetred to know. He tells us

he loved and suffered and lived »vith Hakae's

heroes and hiroine», that they were to him ai

real as any peopl* he knew. It wa« aaea .«.
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as a newspaper man. for in newspaper r«-p..r

ing there i» little room for imagination life

is much too »tridently colored for that and

became a novelist. And it is little wonder

that he has b*¿Mn to write his reminiscenc««»

out of a failurt fully to htvc his »ay in Ac¬

t-on, and that he has given us here n book

of tenderness and truth, humbly and sin¬

cerely told, the poignantly interesting history
of a not unusual life, which in its very
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